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den overlooking the river, where the box edgings,
once carefully clipped, which bordered the paths,
now cross them and straggle as they fancy. A few
willows with their roots In the Loire have made a
rapid growth, like the enclosing hedge, and to-
gether they half hide the house. Plants which we
call weeds drape the bank toward the river with
their beautiful vegetation. Fruit-trees, neglected
for half a score of years, no longer yield a prod-
uct, and their shoots and suckers have formed an
undergrowth. The espaliers are like a hornbeam
hedge. The paths, formerly gravelled, are full of
purslain; so that, strictly speaking, there are no
paths at all.

"From the crest of the mountain, on which
hang the ruins of the old castle of Vendome (the
only spot whence the eye can look down into this
enclosure) we say to ourselves that at an earlier
period, now difficult to determine, this corner of
the earth was the delight of some gentleman de-
voted to roses and tulips, in a word, to horticul-
ture, but above all possessing a keen taste for good
fruits. An arbour Is still standing, or rather the
remains of one, and beneath It is a table which
time has not yet completely demolished.

"From the aspect of this garden, now no more,
the negative joys of the peaceful life of the prov-
inces can be inferred, just as we Infer the life of
some worthy from the epitaph on his tomb. To
complete the sad and tender ideas which take